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Interrogation and Masturbation 


It was his favourite chair in the whole house, if not the whole wide world. lf he'd been a cat, he would have 
spent all day curled in the confines of the huge leather chair, dreaming of mice as opposed to catching them. It 
stood proudly in the office before the antique desk that he'd picked out and the high-spec computer that 
David had picked. But despite the little pieces that David had added to the room - the "family" photos and the 


little model Flying V that sat atop the computer tower - this was very much Dave's domain 
Which was why there was a heavy duty, just-in-case-lpiss-off-David, lock on the door. 


Shooting the bolt home, Dave flopped into the chair with a sigh, closing his eyes as the chair creaked into a 
slightly reclining position, the slightly worn, yet very comfortable, material cushioning his fall. It had been a long 
day, one from which he hadn't seemed to have escaped from the trilling of his phone or the nagging of his 
"wife". If it hadn't been the record label, then it had been his inability to use a washer or dryer. If it hadn't 
been the tour office with something or another, then it had been David yelling at him to turn off the 
TV/oven/cell phone charger he'd accidentally left on. 


It had, in essence, been one of those days and he could feel a migraine coming on, one which he was sure 


would kill him. 


With one eye still closed, Dave reached out and switched on the computer. He let out a sigh, falling back 
against the seat as he massaged his throbbing temples, listening to the machine click and beep. Finally the 
screen lit up with a photo - a stupidly sappy one of him and David hugging and grinning like loons as they stood 
above Niagara Falls - and icons, a little whistle telling him it was ready to do his bidding. With a little groan, 
Dave sat up and pulled himself closer, almost flinching away from the screen. Computers meant work and 
that's not what he was here to do. He was here to escape the screaming of the phones and the house's other 
resident. 


Ignoring the beeps as emails began to flood in, Dave opened up a folder that sat nearly hidden in the lower 
corner of the screen. A password box flicked up and, without looking at the keyboard, he quickly typed in the 


the magic words which would let him enter. 


And there it was; page after beautiful page of porn It was a mixture of the real deal, hardcore stuff and 
whoever he'd photographed or filmed over the years. Hence the password because woe-betide if David found 
it. The thought made Dave flinch once more. It wasn't so much the "legal" stuff; they'd had nights when they'd 
gotten off watching porn together. It was everything else which the folder contained: Old girlfriends, one night 
stands, every band member - past and present - that he'd ever fucked or managed to convince to spread out 
for photos. And with the digital age, there were more than ever. It had been a habit he'd tried to break but, 


as far as Dave was concerned, what David didn't know about didn't exist. 


Slowly he scrolled down, eyes searching for something that would catch his interest this evening. Something 


fun, flirty and dirty. Finally something caught his eye and he double clicked on the small icon, launching a video 
player. 


The scene showed a bare concrete room, the camera hung high in a corner as it looked down on a table and 
two chairs, a bright light illuminating the room. On the table sat a tape recorder. For a moment, all that was 
recorded was the empty room, numbers clicking over in the bottom right hand corner. After a few seconds, 
voices could be heard and an unseen door slammed open, the noise echoing around the room. David, much 
younger than he was now, stumbled into view of the camera, briefly looking up into the lens with terrified 
eyes and tousled hair before looking down at the table, trembling hands gripping it. Another voice was heard, 
yelling at David before slamming the door shut. 


Dave grinned to himself in anticipation, remembering the day well. It had been one of David's little fantasies and 
Dave had taken no precautions when he'd set it up. Letting out a low growl, he trailed a hand down his body 
and to his groin, feeling his cock twitch as he rubbed the tightening material of his trousers over it. 


Back on the screen, the man who'd been screaming appeared, a mop of black hair, skinny yet extremely deadly. 
Dark eyes turned to the camera and Dave found himself staring into the snarling face of one of his drug 
buddies. It hadn't taken him much to bribe Izzy Stradlin into playing a role in the sordid video. Izzy, always up 
for pulling such devious pranks, had starved himself of his precious smack for a few hours, giving him the 
jittery, violent edge he needed to get into character. It had been someone David had definitely not been 


expecting. 


Izzy slammed his hands into the table, making David jump back with a squeak. 
"Who was it?!" the husky voice demanded, the guitarist leaning over the table. 


With another squeak and a shake of his head, David backed away, wide eyes flicking between the camera and 
Izzy. 


Panting quietly, Dave surveyed the scene on the screen Even from the strange angle of the camera, he could 
see David's cock straining against the tight jeans. Licking his teeth, he let his eyes fall shut, remembering the 
right well as he shoved a hand down his pants. 


Trembling, he gripped his cock, beginning to stroke as he heard Izzy scream, "Who. Was. It?!" 


In his mind's eye, he could see David slumping against the table, head resting against it as he avoided the 


harsh light. 

"Who was who?" he heard David mumble, voice oddly distorted by the unfurnished room. 

Izzy's groan mirrored his own, the idea of David being interrogated turning him on. Arching his ass from the 
seat, Dave quickly pushed his jeans down, moaning as his cock sprang free and his bare ass hit the cool leather 
seat. The warm ache was beginning to build, cock tight and painfully hard as he looked back to the screen 

Izzy had a handful of David's hair, pulling the fearful bassist's head back to look into his anger filled eyes. 
"Who did you fuck, Ellefson?!" he snarled, face distorted with mock anger and very real drug withdrawal. 
"N-No-one,” David whined, a hand reaching up to try and free himself. 

Izzy just tightened his grip, pulling on David's hair as he shook him, David letting out the tiniest of cries. 


"We know you fucked someone. Now confess, you little slut!" 


Dave whined as he watched David push a hand beneath the table. Even though he couldn't see, he knew what 
his lover was doing, knew that fingers were squeezing his cock, needing release. The same release which he now 
needed but didn't want to yet give into. Instead, he kept his eyes glued to the screen, watching the carefully 


restored footage. 
On the screen, David's lower lip trembled, tears beginning to form in his perfect eyes. 


"l-I would never cheat on Dave” he sobbed, obviously desperate to be free of the room and the strong grip 


that held him. 


Izzy's low laugh rumbled through the speakers, hands roughly pushing David back into his seat. His footsteps 
echoed ominously as he walked around the table and reached out of shot, slamming an envelope onto the table 


a second later. 
"Proof!" The envelope was upturned and photographs fell to the table, tumbling like a house of cards. 


Dave grinned as he watched his lover reach out and begin to pick through them, tears now hanging on his 
cheeks. Breathing heavily, he sped up a little as he watched the young man become fragile, trying to keep his 


innocence for a second longer. 
"But this isn't mel" came the high pitched protest, a photo held out for Izzy to see. 


"Not you? Not YOU?! The picture was snatched away, Izzy giving it a patronising glance before shoving it back 
in David's face. "Of course that's you. You with one of the harlots we know you've been fucking. Now who are 


they?!" 
David shook his head, hair wildly flailing around his face. "No!" 


The photo was slammed back to the table and Izzy was beside David in a heartbeat, face twisted into a mask 
that scared even Dave. But then they had all looked like that when they were frustrated and jonesin’ for a fix. 
They all became the monster that was now pretending to terrify his lover. But what a turn on it was, to 
watch David locked in a room with someone who could easily turn violent, his cock hard as he confessed to his 


"crimes." 


Izzy snatched David from his chair, slamming him into the harsh concrete wall. "Don't make me make you 


confess, Ellefson. Because you won't fuckin’ like it" 


There was a quiet whirring noise, the camera moving a little to better catch the image. Pressed against the 
wall, David was trembling, nostrils flaring as he glared at Izzy with wide eyes. One hand was balled at his side, 
the other still cupping his crotch. Even from the odd angle, Dave could see his fingers flexing, squeezing the 
hard-on he wasn't allowed to touch. 


Without flinching, Izzy smacked David's hand away, bringing up his own knee for the brunette to rub against. A 
sneer formed on the Gunner's lips as he teasingly moved his knee back and forth, David beginning to sag 


against the wall. 


"You wanna get off, don't ya, cutie?" he purred, a hand pinning David's arms above his head. "You tell me 


everything and you can get off." 


Eyes closed and body now relaxing, David nodded and groaned, panting heavily as he did. But his lips stil 


remained sealed, not confessing to whoever had been in those photos. 


Dave let out a groan of his own, feeling the red-hot knot of pleasure began to throb at the base of his spine, 


his cock hot and tight between his fingers. It wouldn't be long before his orgasm tore through him, whether he 
wanted it to or not. Pressing his head into the backrest of the chair, Dave let out another moan, hips arching 
up into his hand, lost in the tingling haze of pleasure. Feet hooked around the legs of the chair, he rocked, 
stroking himself a little faster as he matched the pace of Izzy's leg. 


"Bend the fuck over!" Izzy howled and Dave found himself snapped back, eyes feverishly watching once more. 


There was a hollow thud as David hit the table face first, hands bracing himself, staring briefly into the 
camera as his jeans were pulled down and legs kicked apart. Dave grinned as the little slut gave a quiet protest 
before quietening down. No screaming, no kicking, his brunette lover just lay against the hard surface, exposed 
and on camera as Izzy pushed himself in Never did David try and stop the guitarist, instead giving pleasure- 
laden mewls. The little whore had always enjoyed being photographed, especially if it involved him getting all of 
his clothes and posing for Dave's camera. 


And you still do, Dave thought with a quiet chuckle. 


Pre-come dripped onto his hand, making the ever speeding strokes easier and more sensual. Leaning closer to 
the screen, Dave panted, hair plastered to his forehead as he quietly pleaded for them to finish and let him 


finally reach his climax. 
Fingers dug into David's hips, the table rocking and creaking as Izzy fucked him. 
"Who was it?!" the darker haired man managed to pant. 


David lifted his head from the table, hair streaking his face, eyes heavy and mouth forming an 0 of pleasure. 
His fingers gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white as he tried to resist. When he did, a hand slapped his 


flank, making him shudder and moan as Izzy rode him harder and faster. 
"WHO WAS IT?!" 


Dave watched as the slutty bassist pressed himself against the edge of the table, rubbing his cock against it, 
eyes falling shut as he did. Crack! Another slap and another whimper and tremble from David. 


Squeezing his cock, Dave watched him through glazed eyes, desperate to come but wanting to hear that oh- 


so-delicious confession first. 


"H-Hetfieldl" David finally cried before letting his head drop to the table, hair spreading over it in a delicate, 
sweat drenched wave. "I fucked Hetfield!" 


The name still chilled Dave to the bone but to his lover screaming that name made him want to explode, 
normally with rage but in this instance, with pleasure. Eyes glued to the screen, he watched as the pair fucked 
faster and harder, David whimpering and sobbing as he managed to reach beneath the table and grab at his 


cock. 


A second later and and the interrogator and his victim came with high pitched screams, David tightening and 
arching in Izzy's arms as his come shot over the table. Dave joined them, crying out as he covered himself 


with a sticky mess, the delicious release finally relaxing him into a floppy mess. 


With his clean hand he stopped the video before reaching for the box of tissues he kept close by. Cleaning 
himself, he felt oddly guilty for what he'd done, as if he shouldn't have done it. But that passed with the next 
breath he took, a sultry, almost tired, smile playing on his lips as he slumped down into the seat and opened 


his e-mail, David's expensive router telling him he was now connected to the internet. 


If he'd looked a little closer, he would have noticed he wasn't the only one on-line.. 


wun 


Upstairs, hidden far away from Dave's hidey-hole, fingers roamed over a keyboard, the face eerily lit by the 
screen's glowing light. On the screen was a video player, a live feed of Dave's office playing on it. Somewhere in 
the room, a tiny hidden camera showed Dave busily at work, pants still around his ankles as he hurriedly 
replied to his mail. As the image stalled slightly and restarted, the redhead looked up and grinned at the 


camera, before winking and blowing the pinprick lens a kiss. 


Chuckling to himself, David blew the video image a cheeky kiss before closing the connection and snapping the 
laptop shut. Dave wasn't the only one who liked to play kinky games. 


